The happy greeting of John and Betty, 
OR 


Nothing better then true love. 


Fohnhe declares that Betty is his dear, 
And few there be that can with her compare; 
For Nell and Prue, Jene and Mary, 
There's none of theſe can pleaſe him for to marry. 
But Betty is the Girl that's civil and chaſt, 
And none but her alone he will imbrace. 
The Tune is, Celia's my Foe. By L.W, 


(;,Dme rt down mp dear, 
. Until J detlare, 
How [weetly, 
and neatly, 
my loves-paſt compare: 
. Foz vow and pzoteft, 
That J am not in jeſt, 
Don*t deny me, 
but try me, 
fo; J love thee the beft.” 


There's many a Paid, 
Long time fo: me ſtaid, 
But to Warry 
With any, 
it made me afraid ; 
foz ſo many light houlewifes, 
Ahzoad now there be, 
that ruſfles, 
and tulles, - 
about gallantly, » 


ace ire css ch Nds de esch 


Chou art honeſt and p30z, 
And J love thꝛe therefoze, 
Foz Iper- 

atly find 
thut thou hateſt a whoze: 
nd Ilre thy beh:vſour 
J3 civil and juft, 
thou art witty, 
mp Betty, 
and true to t hy truſt. 


There's many can tell, 
I could have had Nell 
with a great 
deal of mony, 
if all had been well: 
But mark what unto her 
Df late days befell, 
by wooing, 
and doing. 
ber belly dorch well. 
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Ao: there ig Prue, There's pꝛetty ſweet Sary, F02 all the wozlds wealth 
O ne of the lamerrew, And little ozt Mary, Oz great Cœſars pelt, 
A Ahich runs great whith laught at I p2ize thee 
adventures, their lweet⸗ hearts, moze higher, 
what e're doth inſue, to make themſelves merry. then Jdo my ſelf, 
But let them both know, They ſaid they would have me Ile not ſee one hair w2onged, 
To their grief and their woe, If would pꝛove kind, That grows on thy head, 
They*l be pining, But their bzickle, but perfozm all 
and whing, and fickle, my pꝛomiſes 
fo2 all their great ſhow, and turns with the wind. when we are wed. 
There's pooz honeſt lone, Suth llippery ware, Then Betty declare, 
That maketh ſad moan, Foz it J don't care, Canſt love me my dear, 
her love hath tis not their and al waiss 
fozſook her, rich poztions, i'le ffudp, 
and left her alone. that hall me inſnare, ſhy heart fot to cheer, 
Dh too many luch Knaves, *Tis better take one, Foz there's ne'r a couple, 
In the woꝛld now there be, That is honeſt and true, In all the City, 
that lyes lurking, then be plexed, ſhall agree, 
and ſhurking, and vered, like to we, 
about the City. with fuch a mad crew. which is lohn and Betty. 
Some men and their wives, Then come my delight, = 
Lives diſquiet lives, Do not my lobe flight, 
they ſcratch, bite, fo2 dearly FINIS. 
and fight, b 4 ['le love thee, 
foSto go with black yes, bp day 02 by night. 
But example by them, Ale incloſe thee my deareſt, With Allowance. 
Thee and J will not take, All night in mp arms, : 
fo2 the thoughts thou ſhalt finty Printed for F. Coles, T. Vere, 
of luch doings ile be kind. F. Wright, and 7. Clarke. - 
do make my heart ake. and keep thes from harms, + \ | 


